Our giddy-headed antick youth will wear,
Than thou, when thou depart'st from me, can show
Whither, why, when, or with whom, thou wouldst go.
But how shall I be pardon'd my offence,
That thus have sinn'd against my conscience ?
Now we are in the streets; the first of all,
Improvidently proud, creeps to the wall,
And so imprisoned and hemm'd in by me,
Sells for a little state his liberty;
Yet though he cannot skip forth now to greet
Every fine painted fool we meet,
He them to him with amorous smiles allures,
And grins, smacks, shrugs, and such an itch endures
As 'prentices or school-boys, which do know
Of some gay sport abroad, yet dare not go;
And as fiddlers stop lowest at highest sound,
So to the most brave stoops he nigh*st the ground;
'But to a grave man he doth move no more
Than the wise politic horse would heretofore ;
Or thou, O elephant or ape! wilt do,
When any names the King of Spain to you.
Now kaps he upright, jogs me, and cries, Do you see
Yoader wffl-fevour'd youth? Which? Oh! 'tis he
That dances so divinely* Oh! said I